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How could’ft thou drayne the Life-blood of the Child* 
To bid the Father wipe his eyes withall* 

And yet be feene to beare a Womans face ? 

Women are fofc.nijlde^pittifulhand flexible; 
Thoo^emejobdurateiflmtie^ough^emorfelefTe* 

Bidft thou me rage? why now thou haft thy vrifh* 
Would'ft haue me weep*? why now thou haft thy will. 
For raging Wind blowcsvp ineeffant Glowers* 

And when the Rage alUye$ ? cbeRaine begins# 

Thefe Teares are my fweet Rutland* Obfequies, 

And euery drop eryei vengeance for hi& death, 

Gaitift thee fed Clifford^ and thee faife French-woman* 
Nenhutok. Rcfhrew mc 3 bat his paffions moues me fo. 
That hardly can I check my eyes from Teares* 

Tort#* That Fare of his, 

The hungry Caniballs would not haue coucht, 

Would not haue fhyn'd with blood: 

But you arc more inhumane/nore inexorable, 

Ohjtcnnc times more then Tygersof Hyrcania, 
Sce,ruthlcffe Queene,a haplcflfe Fathers T eztey* 

1 his Cloth thoudipd’ft in blood of my fweet Boy # 

AndT with Teares doc wafh the blood away, 

Kecpe thou the Napkin,aitd goeboaftof this, 

And if thou tcIL'ft the heauie ftonc right, 

Vpon my Sou[ie,th| hearers will fhed Teares: 

Yca,cuen my Foes will fhcdfaft-fallingTearcs, 
Andfay^AIas/it wasapittious deed* 

Therejtake the Crownc 5 and with the Crowne,my Curfc* 
And in thy need,fuch comfort come to thee. 

As now I reape at thy too cruel! hand. 

Hard-hearted C/fjfir^take me from the World, 

My Soule to Hcaucn,my Blood vpon your Heads, 
JTonhumb. Had he been fhughtcr-man to all my Kinne* 
I flhouid not for my Life but weepe with him* 

To fee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soule. 

££wen m Whacjweeping ripe,my Lord Northumberlandi 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all. 

And that will quickly dne thy melting Teares* 

Clifford , Heerc's for o^y Oath, heere’s for my Fathers 
Death. 

Qn^ene, And beers h s to right our gentle-hearted 

£ing- 

Tori>g. Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God, 

My Soule flyes through thefe wounds, to feekeout thee* 
jSueene,OS with Ins Hcad,aod fee it on Yorks Gates* 
SoTtr^j may ouer-looke the Towns of Yorke. 

Flouriflj. Exit . 

A March. Enter Edward^ Richard^ 
and their power. 


Edward. X wonder how our Princely Father fcap’e: 
Or whether he be icap'c ayvay.or no, 

From Cliffordt and Northumberland! purfuit ? 

Had he been taVie^we fliould haue heard the newes; 
Hadhcbeene flaitie^wc fliculd haue heard the newes.: 
Or-had helcapVme thinkes we fhould haue heard 
The happy tidings of his good efcape. 

How fares my Brother? why is he fo fad? 

Richard. I cannot io\%vntii[ I be refold'd 
Where our right valiant Father is become. 

I fawhina in the Battaile range about, 

And watcht him how he tingled Clifford forth. 

Me thought he bore him in the thickcft troupe. 

As doth a Lyon in a Heard,of Near, 

Or as a Beare encompafs'd round with Dogges: 
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Jf ho hauitJ g P'" cht 3 few,and made rh- m 
The reft ftand all aloofe,and barkt at W mcr ?» 

So far’d our Father with his Enemies m ‘ 

So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father- 
Me thinke* ’tis prize enough to be his s* 

See how the Mining opes her golden 
And takes her farweli of the eloriou* c S * 

How well refembles it the prime of Youth'* 

Trimm'diikeaYonke^ptsuncinctohitr * 

Ed Dazie mine eyes, or doe f f« fogg* 
Rich. Three glorious Sunnes,each one a r (1? 

Not feperated with the racking Clouds 
But feuer’d in a pole cleare-Oiming sk ve J 

See/ee.they ioyne^mbrace^iid feeme 

As if they vow d fome League inuioiable 

Now are they but one Lampe.oneLiohr ’ „ 

In this,the Heauen figures (orac tuenl ’ S “ nnC| 
Edward. ’Tis wondrous ftrange. 

The like yet neuerheard of. * 

I thinke it cites vs(Brother)to the field 
That wee,the Sonnes ®f braue ?Unt<L nts 
Each one alreadte blazing by our meedcs * 

Should notwithftanding ioync our Light,’ro*«V r 
And ouer-lhine the Earth,as this the World* ’ 
What ere it bodes,hencc-forward will I bea re 
Vpon myTarguec three faire fliiningSunnti. 

Richard. Nay,beare three Daughters-; 

By your leaue, 1 fpeake it. 

You lone the Breeder better then the Mai*, 

Enter one blowing. 

But what ait thou,whofc heauie Lookes foretell 
Some dr eat! full ftory hanging on thy Tongue f 
Meff. Ah,one that was a wofull lookeron * 
When as the Noble Duke of Yorke was (hint 
Your Princely Fatherland my louing Lord. 

Edmrd, Oh fpeake no more, for 1 haut heard too 
much. 

Richard. Say how he dy’de,for I will heare it all. 
d'fefft Enuironed he was with many foes, 

And flood againft them, as the hopeof Troy 
Againft the Greekes,that would haue entredTrow 
But Hercules himfelfemuftyeeldto oddes; 

And m any ftroakeSjthough with a little Axe, 

He wes downe and fells the hardeft-cymber'd Oake, 

By many hands your Father was fubdu’d. 

But onely flaught’red by the irefull Arme 
Of vn-relenting Clifford,and the Qoeene: 

Who crown’d the gracious Duke in high defpight, 
Laugh'd in hi* face; and when with griefehewept, 
The ruthlelTcQucencgaue him,to dry hiaCheekes, 

A Napkin,fteeped in the harmelejre blood 
Of fweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford fliine* 
And after many fconies, many foulc taunts, 

They tooke his Head,and on the Gates of Yorke 
They fet the fatnc.and there it doth remaine, 

The faddefl ipedfade that ere I view’d. 

Edward. Sweet Duke of Yorke.our Prop to ieane vpon. 
Now thou ait gone, wee haue no Stajfr.no Stay- 
Oh Clifford,bay fttoas CIt ford thou haftflaine 
The flnwre of Europe,for his Cheualric, 

And trecheroufly haft thou vanquifht him, 

For hand to hand he would haue vanquifhc thee. 

Now my Soules Pallice is become a PrifonS 
Ah,would flie breakc from hence, that this my body 

Might 



■v m ^Sbeclofcd vp in reft t 
to** henceforth lhalllioy agatnet 
?0! n oh neuer ftiall I fee more ioy. 

{sartn ot weepe: foe all my bodies meyft 
%mes to quench my Furnace-burning hart: 
:8t‘ eifir __ vnloadcmv hearts ereat burthea : 
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p*” mtfto neue vnioaccmy nc«ts 
^nLdne winde that I fhould fpeake withall, 
coales that fires all my breft, 
pJf° ‘ Bhie VP with flames, that rears would quench, 
M^ 1 ' j 3 £0 make iefle the depth of greefe: 

T ° then for Babes; Bio we*,and Reuenge for ntee. 
lift 1 j beare thy name, lie vengc thy death, 

I renowned by attempting it. 

Ot y ^. [S naa , e t hat valiant Duke hath left with thee: 

.ii-Vi* >‘i! Chair, with m. i. fcfa 

ff i Nayj’f t b ou ^ ,c that Princely Eagles Bird, 
defeent by gazing 'gainft the Swum 
S rhricc ^ Dukedomc t Throne and Kingdomc hy 7 
Eicbecthat is thine, or elfe tbott wet’t not his. 

tfifeb. Enter Jr<trmcke,Marqifefe Mornttcute, 
and their Army. 

iponeiekt How now faire Lords ? What faire? What 
newesabroad ? 

Kith. Great Lord of Warwicke,if we fhould tecompt 
Ourbaiefull newes, and at each words dcliuetance 
cjabPoniards in our flefh,tilUU were told, 

Xhcwords would adde more anguifh then the wounds, 

0 vato Lord,the Duke ofYorke is flaine. 

£j#' oWarwicke, Warwickc, that Pl&itagenei 
Which held thee deerely, as his Soules Redemption, 

[jby the fierne Lord Clifford, done to death. 

Wtr. Ten dayes ago, 1 drown’d thefe newesin teares, 
tad now to adde more meafutc toyout woes, 

Icome to tell you things fith then befalne. 

After thebloody Fray at Wakefield fought. 

Where your braue Father breath’d his latcft gaspe, 
Tydings, asfwiftly as thePoftcs could runne, 
iWeiebrought me of your Loffe, and his Depart, 

I then in London, keeper of the King, 

Muflet’d my Soldiers, gathered floekes of Friends, 

Matcbtcoward S.Aibons.to intercepttheQueene, 

Bearing the King in my bchaife along : 

Forby my Scourtj 1 was aduertifed 
Thatihe was comming with a full intent 
Todafh our IateDecreein Parliament, 

TouchingKing Henries Oath,andyouc Succcfsion t 
ShortTale to make, wc at S. Albons met, 

OurBattiiles ioyn’d,and both fides fiercely fought s 
But whether *twas the coldneffe of the King, 

Who look’d fuil gently on his warlike Queene, 

Thatrobb’d my Soldiers of their heated Spleenc, 

Or wliether’twas report of her luce efle, 

Or more then common fcare of Cliffords Rigour, 

Who thunders to his Captures,Blood and Death, 

I cannot iudge : but to conclude with truth. 

Their Weapons like to Lightning, came and went: 

Cut Sauldiers like the NighuOwles lazic flight. 

Or like alszie Threfiier with a Flaile, 

Fell gently downe,as if they flrucke their Friends, 

1 cheer’d them vp with iuftice of our Caufe, 

With promifeof high pay,and great Reward*; 

"fall in vaine, they had no heart to fight, 

A»d we (in them) no hope to win the day, 

So that we fled ; the King vneo the Qyeene, 
lord Geerg-f,your Brother, Norfelkc, and my Selfe, 


In hafie, poll hafte, arc come to ioyne with you: 

For in the Marches hcerc we heard you were, 

Makina another Head, to fight againe. 

.Ed. Where is the Duke of Notfolke,gentle Warwick? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England? 

W&r. Some fix miles off theDukc is with the Soldiers, 
And for your Brother he was lately font 
From yourkindc Afim Dutcheffe of Burgundie, 

With aydcofSouldtcrs to this needfull Wane. 

Rich.’ Twas oddeb'bclike,wheq valiant Warwick fled; 
Oft haue I heard hispratfes in Purfuite, 

But nc’re till now, bis Scandal 1 of Retire. 

War. Nor now my Scandall Richard^cd thoiiheare: 
For thou Ihalc know this ilrong right hand of mine. 

Can pluckc she Diadem from faint Henries head, 

And wring tbfcawefull Scepter from his Fift, 

Were he as famous, and as bold in Wane, 

As he is fatfi'd for Mildneffe, Pc3ce,and Prayer. 

Rich. 2 know it well Lord Warwick,blame me not ? 
Tis loue I beare thy glories make me fpeake s 
But in this troublous time, what’s robe done? 

Shall we go throw away our Coates of Steele, 

And wrap our bodies in blacke mourning Gowncs^ 
Numb’ringour Auc-Maries with our Beads ? 

Or fhal! we ori the Helmets of our Foes 
Tell our Deuotion with rcuengefull Arroes ? 

If for the laft, fay I, and to it Lords, 

War. Why therefore Warwick came to feek you out. 
And therefore comes my Brother lrtmtnague : 

Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Quecne, 

With Clifford, and the haughtNorthumberland, 

And of their Feather, many moe proud Birds, 

Haue wrought the esfie-melting King, like Wax. 
Hefwore confent to your Succeflion, 

His Oath enrolled in the Parliament, 

And now to London all the crew arc gone. 

To fruftrace both his 03th,and whatbefide 
May make againft the houfe of Lancafter. 

Thcirpower (I thinke)is thirty thoufand flrong s 
Now, if the heipe ofNorfolke,andmy felfe. 

With all the Friends that thou braue Earle ofMarch» 
Among’ft the louing Welflimen can’ft procure. 

Will but amount to fine and twenty thoufand. 

Why Via, to London will we march, 

And once againe, beflride our foaming Steeds, 

And once againe cry Charge vpoii onr Foes, 

But neuer once againe turne backe and flye. 

Rich. I, now me thinks I beare great Warwick fpefikj 
Ne’rcmay he line to fee a Sun-fhine day. 

That cries Retire, if War wicke bid him ftay. 

Ed. Lord Warwicke, on thy fhouldcr will Ileanc, 
And when thoit fai!ft(a*God forbid the hourc) 

Muft Edward fall, which pcrill heauen forefend. 

War. No longer Earle of March,but Duke ofYoikes 
The next tfc.grec,jsEng’ands RoyallThrone: 

For King ofEngland ftialt thou be proclaim’d 
In euery Burroagh as we paffc along. 

And he that throwes ndt vp his cap for ioy, 

Shall for the Fault make forfeit of his head. 

King Edward, valiant Richard Mount ague ; 

Stay we no longer, dreaming of Renowne, 

Bur found the Trumpets,and about ourTaske. 

Rich. Then Clifford , were thy heart as hard as Steele, 
As thou haft {hewheit flintieby thy deeds, 

I come to pierce it, or to giue thee mine, 

fVf.Then ftrike Vp Drums,God and S.George for vs. 

p War 
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